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One 


Steve stared at the screen of his phone, his thumb poised over a number in his speed dial that he had never 
used. No, he wasn't going to use it now either. With a sigh he tucked the phone back in his pocket and looked 
out the window of his London flat. It was springtime, a bright sunny day with a hint of green on the trees as 
their buds formed, but Steve couldn't enjoy the view. He felt twitchy and restless. Finally he dug out his phone 


again and sent a text before he once again lost his nerve. 


Across the city in Chiswick Bruce heard his phone ping with an incoming text. He didn't immediately pick it up. 
Granted, he had been declared cancer-free but he still felt drained both emotionally and physically. He'd lost 
considerable weight during chemotherapy and the mental toll he was still paying was something even Paddy 
didn't understand. Finally with a sigh he picked up the phone, glancing at the screen then looking at it with 
interest. What the fuck? A message from Steve. A message saying he wanted to come around later if it was 
all right. Steve had only been to his house two or three times in all the years he'd lived there, Bruce hadn't 
even known he was in the country. Everyone had scattered their separate ways during the bands forced 
hiatus, spreading out across the globe. Well, everyone except one. Out of curiosity more than anything else he 


texted back ‘Sure, I'll be home all day: 


Steve cursed himself; why did he feel nervous? It's only Bruce, for fuck sakes. He told himself it was the idea 
of cancer that made him feel jittery. Cancer was a terrifying thing and he didn't know how it may have 
changed Bruce. Rod had told him that Bruce's voice was already nearly as strong as it had ever been but no 
one had seen Bruce all winter. What if he'd changed physically? What if he looked shriveled and old? He 
blanched at the mental image that conjured up in his mind as he navigated his Jag through the London 
suburbs. 


Bruce and Paddy lived in a house much like the others in that area, a solid square brick home, rather 
nondescript really. When Bruce had first bought the house Steve had been surprised. Bruce was a vastly 
wealthy man, he could have bought a fucking castle if he had wanted but no, he bought an ordinary house in 
an ordinary, if upscale, section of the city. There wasn't even room in the drive for him to park, Bruce's jag 
was there and another car he assumed was either Paddy's or one of Bruce's kids. Parking on the street, he 


got out of his car, swung his long hair back over his shoulder, and crossed the street. 


Bruce was watching from behind the lace dining room curtains, he'd chanced to see the car pull up and park. 
Steve looked..on edge? Uneasy? The normally cool and collected bassist walked quickly up to the house not 


looking up or glancing right or left. Bruce was moving toward the door before the bell rang. 


"Harry, good to see you, mate!" he greeted the other man. It actually was good to see him, it was good to see 


any familiar face after endless weeks of doctors and radiologists. "Come in" 


Steve stepped inside. "Paddy isn't here," Bruce said, ushering Steve into the lounge. He assumed that was why 
Steve was glancing nervously around. "She went with Kia to Paris for a few days. Been cooped up with a sick 


man all winter, you know. She needed some time away.” 


Bruce gestured for Steve to sit and he perched stiffly on the edge of the sofa. Bruce sprawled in a chair 
opposite him and looked at him inquiringly. 


"So, to what do | owe the pleasure of your visit?" 
Steve should have had an answer ready, he knew Bruce would wonder why he was there. How could he have an 
answer though when he didn't fully understand it himself? He only knew that ever since Rod relayed the news 


that Bruce's cancer had been vanquished he had felt a need to see him. Not just to talk to him or hear from 


some third party that he was all right, but to physically see him. 


"Just checking in on you." He finally said, knowing it sounded lame. "| wanted to say, well to say congratulations 


for beating it, | guess." He couldn't quite bring himself to say the word cancer. 


Bruce nodded and his mouth twitched into a smile. He didn't really look all that different, Steve realized. Thinner, 


or course, and his face a bit more lined perhaps, but his eyes were as sharp and bright as ever. 


"And you're wondering if we can get back to work, is that it?" 


"No!" Steve exclaimed before he caught himself. "Well, yeah, of course, but that's not why I'm here. Bloody hell, 


Bruce" he finally gave in, "we were all worried sick about you!" 


"The therapists say my voice will be at one hundred percent in another few weeks." Bruce seemed determined 


to misunderstand Steve. "This summers tour can go on as scheduled." 
"l'm not here about the fucking tour, Bruce! | just wanted to.. to see with my own eyes that you're all right” 


Bruce frowned slightly. Steve was acting weird, at least weird for Steve. He was leaning forward, his elbows on 


his knees, looking at Bruce with an intensity that was really a little unnerving. Bruce spread his hands. 


"Well, | am, as you can see. l'm not going to say it was fun because it sure as hell wasn't, but it's over." He 


sat back, regarding Steve in silence for a moment. "So why are you really here, Steve?" 


"I told you why! One thing that certainly hasn't changed, you're still the same suspicious bastard you always 
werel" Steve stood up, overcome with an urge to get the hell out of there. Coming here had been a mistake. 


He should have known better. 


Bruce sat up straighter, "Okay, all right. Sit down, man. Do you want a cup of coffee or something? Id offer 
you a beer but | haven't had any in the house for months." 


Steve slowly sat back down. He nodded. "Yeah, maybe some coffee. Thanks." 


Bruce hopped out of his chair, as full of nervous energy as he had been 35 years ago when Steve first met 
him. While he was in the kitchen Steve tried to relax. In the back of his mind he knew why he had really come 
to see Bruce in person. Things like this were hard for him, though. He had never been someone to let his 
feelings show. Maybe if he had been, his own personal relationships would have gone more smoothly, certainly 
things with the band would have gone more smoothly, but he was who he was. 


Bruce returned to the room five minutes later, carrying not just a cup of coffee as Steve expected but a 
tray with a carafe of coffee and two cups. Glad for something to busy himself with, he made his coffee, 
feeling Bruce's eyes on him as he poured his own cup. After taking a sip of the scalding liquid Steve flinched, 
then forged ahead. 


"Bruce, this has been difficult for all of us. We go back a long way as a band, you know, and as... as friends. It's 
made me think Think about everything we've been through together, y'know? The crazy days of the eighties, 
all the booze and women | can't even remember some of it" He laughed nervously. "And then the nineties." His 


voice turned solemn and he looked up to see Bruce's eyes locked on him. 


"There were a lot of misunderstandings, Bruce. A lot of things said that shouldn't have been said. Things | didn't 
mean. When | thought... when | thought maybe we would.. would lose you," Steve swallowed another sip of 


coffee, his throat had felt a bit tight for a moment, "it made me think about all of it" 


‘It was all a long time ago, mate," Bruce said. "It's water under the bridge now. We've moved way past all of 


that: 


"Yeah, yeah we have, thank God. But when we thought.. when | thought | might lose you | realized there are a 
lot of things | want you to know." 


Bruce didn't reply, he sat looking at Steve with his coffee forgotten in his hand, his face unreadable. When he 


finally spoke his voice, too, was somber. "You don't have to.." he began 


"No, | do have tol" Steve interrupted. "| have to say this! We're all older now, Bruce. Something could happen to 


any one of us any time. | don't want to go to my grave knowing | never told you... 


Just then the doorbell rang, startling both of them. "Excuse me," Bruce said, but even as he crossed the room 


to the door he was looking at Steve, a thoughtful and almost fearful look on his face. 


Bruce opened the door and was immediately engulfed in a warm hug, a hug he had been waiting for but didn't 
expect until later. Blonde hair ticked his nose and he almost forgot himself as he returned the embrace. The 


urge to do more than simply hug Janick was always overwhelming. 


"Brucie! | know | told you | couldn't get away until tonight but." Suddenly Janick realized there was someone 


else present and he stepped back from Bruce, staring incredulously when he realized it was Steve. 

"Steve! How are ya, matel" Jan came in, moving with a familiarity that told Steve he was a regular visitor 
here. Steve knew the two men had homes only a few blocks apart in the city but he'd simply assumed Janick 
was at his main home up north. He forced a smile. 


"Hello Jan" he stood. "I have to be going now. I'll see you both at the tour rehearsals." 


"You don't have to leave on my account," Jan protested. "I haven't seen you since before Christmas. Stay 


around and we can catch up." 
"No, no. I've got a.. an appointment across town" He moved toward the door. 


"Wait a minute, Harry." Bruce called out. "You were going to say something when the doorbell rang, weren't 


you?" 


‘tm sure as hell not going to say it now, with Janick here’ Steve thought to himself. "It ll keep." He said 
dismissively, opening the door. He couldn't get out of there fast enough. Every shred of courage he had built 
up vanished like smoke the second they were interrupted. He left without another word, closing the door firmly 
behind him. 


Bruce stood back from the window watching Steve cross the street. His whole posture was defeated, his 


shoulders slumped and his head low. 
"What the fuck was that all about?" Janick said from just behind him. 


"Damned if | know." Bruce shook his head. He watched Steve sit in his car for a minute before driving away. "He 
was acting strange the whole time he was here. He said he had something to tell me but he never said what it 


was. 


"Well, he'll have plenty of chances after the tour starts." Jan's soft voice was right at Bruce's ear now, and 
Bruce felt long arms snaking around his waist. "Don't worry about it. You know Harry, it was probably just 
something about the set list or something." 


"Yeah, maybe," Bruce said thoughtfully, still looking out the window even though Steve had driven away. He had 
a strange feeling, almost an intuition, and it left him uneasy. Mentally shaking himself he turned and was 
instantly met with soft lips on his own 


Steve drove out of Chiswick, then had to pull over at a petrol station He was shaking, though he wasn't sure 
why. He had almost done it. He could scarcely believe it, but he had almost done it. Maybe Janick's arrival had 
been a blessing in disguise. Going over to Bruce's had been a monumental mistake. So what if he went to his 
grave never having told Bruce the truth? It would only have caused complications, maybe even been the end of 
the band. Besides, Bruce had Janick. Steve knew how it was between them, it had been that way before he had 


ever even met Bruce. Bruce didn't need him. 


After a few minutes Steve started the car again and drove slowly toward home. Too bad Maiden didn't do love 


songs, he reflected. He had a hell of an inspiration for a song about unrequited love. 


